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Curſory Theatrical Remarks. 


By P. LEWIS, Dein. 
To ancient Turseis, the Athenian Sage, 
We owe the firſt Foundation of the Stage; 
„ Tho” rudely planted, ſoon the laurell'd Tree, 


Spread its bright Leaves o'er Greece and Italy; 
And nurtur'd there by Learning's genial Ray, 
Gave to the Drama a perpetual Day, 


— — 


LONDON; 


Printed for the AUTHOR, and fold by Mr. WarLEs, Pater-noftere 
Row; T. Jones, in the Strand; and T. DAviks, 
Great Ruſſel-fireet, Covent-garden, * 


MDCCLXXIV, 


— 
. —- 


ug er gener” Urn pot inc” — Do 


* 


LADIES and GENTLEMEN 


TO THE 
OF THE 
- THEATRES-ROYA L, 
THESE TRIFLES 


ARE INSCRIBED, 


BY THEIR MOST OBLIGED 


/ 


HUMBLE SERVANT, 


P. LEWIS. 


2. 


7 


| 
4 
} 
i 
' 


** 


—— 


The BULLFINCH and ROBIN. 


A F ES L'S / 


F AR from the ſchools of claſſie light, ne 
Far from the awful ſage' s fight, 

Far from fair Wiſdom's poliſh'd code, 
Far from the barren book-worm's road, 
O far from learning's lucid ring, | | 
The ſons of nature fit and fing. 

From pleaſant grove, and tranquil brook. 

The ruſtic ſtudent takes his book: 

From every ſource of rural rhyme, 

He bids the dancing meaſure chime, | 

B | Now 
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Now finds with joy that pine-topt hill, 
Will ſweetly ſuit with babbling rill: 

That. ſhephred, cot, and flowery_ plain, 
Will meet in verſe with ſimple ſwain: 
That fairy elves in magic play, 

Muſt make the ſtanza trip away; 

That willow walks, and ſombrous yews, 
Will charm the melancholy muſe. 

Fair fancy prompts the line along, 

And nature will approve the ſong. 

Ves happy man! his genuine reed, 
Can teach Perſuaſion how to plead; 

In native numbers ſoft and free, 

Awake to mirth and melody. 

Yes, happy man ! he loves the ſeat, | 

For muſing meditaton meet : | 1 
Where no diſcordant world controuls 
The ſmile of peace, that ſong of ſouls. 
When firſt the morning's meekeſt beam 
Shall ſilver o'er the ſedgy - ſtream, 
Reflecting every grace of day, 

His pipe and pulſe ſhall ſing and play. 
The midnight moon, whoſe placid power 


Illuſtrates the nocturnal hour, | 
Thro' 


* 
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Thro' the pale poplar trees ſhall trace 
His ſtudious ſtep and penſive pace. 
There wild imagination tells 

Of ſea- beat cliffs and coral ſhells; 

Of lightning's flaſh, and Etna's fire, 
And rocks and precipices dire; 


The ſhipwreck'd bark, and thund'ring wave, 


And dark unfathomable cave; 

Vaſt ſeas of blood and orgies foul, 

The Norway wolf's inceſſant how; 
The lion's glare, and dragon's den, 

And ſhrieking ſhades, and dying men. 
Now fancy fords the rapid Rhine, 
Now climbs the Alps and Appennine. 
Now weeping wades thro* burning ſands, 
And pants, and pants, in parched lands, 
Now, now, the flies on eagle's wings, 
She mounts aloft, ſhe ſoars, ſhe ſings! 
Again her ſpicey pinion fails 

On balmy aromatic gales, e | 

To kiſs the fair Circaſſian maids, 

To breathe ſoft airs in citron ſhades; 
To ſleep on beds of bluſhing flowers, | 
To win the muſe in myrtle bowers. © 
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Sweet fancy all proceeds from thee, 
And ſoul- inſpiring poeſy. 
Come then, my fair, O deign to blele, 
And be my ſparkling patroneſs: 
Unlock thy bright eternal ſpring, 
And let a child of nature ſing. 

A Bulfinch that from earlieſt age, 
Had dwelt a captive in a cage, 
Was taught within his wired ſchool, 
To ſing by fits, and ſung by rule. 
Each day he charmed the liſt'ning fair, 
With tender tune and plantive air; 
He ſung the ſwain of Arno's hill, 
He ſung the laſs of Patty's mill; 
And learn'd, as other ſtudents do, 
But all his notes were perfect too; 
For art, mechanic art, prevail d, 
And nature ſlept, and fancy fail'd. 
It chanc'd where once his cage was hung, 
A ſolitary Robin ſung 6 K 
The note of nature, wild and free, 
Without a compaſs or a key, 
Soft dancing on a tender ſpray, 
He trill'd the liquid note away. 
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The jealous Bulfinch with diſdain, 
Attended to his neighbour's ſtrain; 
And thus with ſelf- important ſneer, 
Addreſs'd the ſylvan ſonnetteer. 

« Ceace thy vile prate, vain fool, and fly, 
Nor dare to ſing when I am nigh. 
Did ever judge of muſic hear, 

Such meaſures vibrate on his ear ? 

Did ever ſon of wiſdom ſee 

A thing ſo uninform'd as thee ? 

Say in what gloomy Gothic ſcene, 
Has all thy converſation been ? 

In what unſocial deſart, ſay, 

Where ſcience never ſhed a ray ? 

Who firſt thy young idea form'd, 
Enlarg'd thy ſenſe, thy boſom warm'd ?: 
What maſter train'd thy infant powers? 
What themes engag'd thy riper hours ? 
Who firſt thy priſon'd fancy freed ? 
Diſcordant ſongſter, who indeed! 


Hence quit my fight, and hide your ſhame, | . 


In thoſe rude woods from whence you came 
There the proud path of knowledge ſhun, x 
And ſeal your fight, againſt the fun,” 


r , 
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The patient Robin ceas'd his ſong, - 


And meckly ſaid, He thought it wrong 


To ſpeak with ſuch ſupreme diſdain, 
For wherefore ſhould the wiſe be vain; 
Conceiv'd 'twas wiſdom's better part, 
To curb the paſſions of the heart; 
Each poor illiberal thought controul, 
And give the generous turn of ſoul.“ 
Proceeding thus: © My mind at moſt, 


Can little cultivation boaſt; - 


My walk in life I hold obſcure; 

But patience will befriend the poor. 

In that rude neſt where firſt I lay, 
Unconſcious of the blaze of day, 
E'er time had ſtretch'd my callow” wing, 
Or taught my little throat to ſing, 

I learn'd my parents plantive airs, | 
As warbling forth his matin pray'rs; 

To nature every hymn was paid, 

A miſtreſs ſure to be obty'd. 

To her kind care alone I owe, 
Spontaneous numbers as they flow; 

She nurs'd my wild poetic flame, 

At diſtance from the fields of fame. 
Ir | Hre 
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Her gracious preſence can inſpire, | 

With muſic's change, and fancy's fire. | 
With her content, I fing unknown, + © '- 
Content to live to her alone.  ' | als zt 
Important bird, enjoy your. chains, 

And leave to me my woods and plains; 

Inform'd by art, ſublimely ſoar, 

Till ſcience can inſtru&t; no more. 

To learning be all homage paid, 

But genius needs no foreign aid. 


INVOCATION..t HE ALT A. 


Inſcribed to. Jos ynH CRADDOex, Eſq. 


1. 
Gav, tranquil goddeſs, where's thy home, 
Ah! where thy bleſt retreat? | 
Within the precinQs let me; roam 
To find thy halcyon - ſeat. - | 3 
| II., Pve 
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IT. 
I've ſought thee in the buſy throng, 
And in recluſive ſhades ; 
Where the ſtill ftreamlet . ſteals along, 


Amidft the opening glades. 
III. 


In the receſſes of the bower. 
When fervid ſummer glows; 
And where the ſun reſigns his power 
To cold December ſnows. 
= IV. 
In palaces of coſtly ſtate, 
Where power and ſplendor reign ; 
And where the morning breezes wait 
To cheer the early ſwain. 
V. 
I've wander'd up the hether'd hill, 
And o'er the daiſied lawn; 
Stood liſtning to the murmuring rill, 
And watch'd the peep of dawn. 
r 
I've long purſu'd and often thought, 
1 had thee in my view; 


Hope, till deceiv'd me! vagrant nought, 


The viſion was not you! 


rn — 


VII. Then 


1 


VII. 
Then let me taſte thy roſy breath, 
With eager ardour, ſi pr 
The balm (an enemy to death) 
From thy nectarious lip. 
VIII. 
Or near thy dwellings let me tread, 
Perhaps ſome genial ray, 


Fraught with thy bleſſings, may * 


The current of decay. 
| IX. 
At noon, at midnight, op'ning morn, 
Or in the cloſing eve, 
In what ſoever ſemblance borne, 


Thy viſits I'd receive. 
X. 


O, ſtand not then on time or place, 


Lay compliment aſide; 
Let me behold thy ruddy face, 
I'd claſp thee as a bride. 
XI. 
Thy feeble glow-worm's beamy ray 
Contains no heat; her light 
[Like vagrant vapours, lead aftray 
The traveller !th* night. 
C 


XII. So- 
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XII. 
So- oft thy flatt'ring ſemblance wears 
An outward florid bloom; 
And in a moment after, ſhares 
The ſilence of the tomb. 
Nn. 
But let me taſte. that temper'd bliſs 
That ſprings from thee alone; 
For every bleffing worth a wiſh, 
Is centred in thy zon 
V. 
Impell'd by hope to perſevere, 
Try'd Eſculapian aid, 
And led by your direQive care, 
I caught the flying maid. 
„ 
Now you have found her, (cry'd the ſage,) 
To fix the uncertain fair; | 
Her beſt auxiliaries engage, 
Bland Temperance and air. 
XVI. 
And to inſure her ſmiles for aye, 
| | And keep the lady quiet, 
=. Be very heedful every day, 
In exerciſe and diet. 


XVII, 'Tis 
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XVII. 
"Tis chiefly youth enjoys thy ſwile, 
Which every bliſs endears ; 
What comforts wait, (ah! woe the while) 
To cheriſh drooping years ? 
g XVII. 
Along the line of lengthen'd life, 
What ſorrows we engage, | 
While we protract the ling'ring ftrife, 
"Twixt death and doating age. | 
XIX. 
The thorny paths, the rugged way, 
Through life's uncertain road, 
The more we wander, longer ſtay, 
The beavier is the load. | 
XX. 
In the meridian- of their - day, 
In their full ſtrength and power, 
How many thouſands paſs away, 
The victims of an hour. 
| XII. 
Much happier then is blameleſs youth, 
Who periſh in their prime; 
They never feel the canker'd tooth 


Of care-engendering Time, ' "TE 
C 2 XXII. Their 
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XXII. 
Their date is ſhort, their cares are few, 
On youthful pinions gay 
They quit the ſcene, and only view 
The ſunſhine of their day. | 
| XXIII. 
Thrice happy lot, by fate decreed 
Fe ye their ſtation ſoon, 
They run the "race of life with ſpeed, 
And reach their goal by noon. 


—B 
Written in Edinburgb, in the year 1769. 


UN DER this ſtane, ſome feet beneath, 
ies ane that nathing did bequeath 
That's unco ſtrange ! had he nae friend 
o enjoy the geer he left behind? 

Had he nae wife to leave until her 

[lis cot, his kye, and bags of filler? 
Nae friend of aw! the truth lies here, 
Ile was nae faſh'd wi warldly geer 
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He had a wife, gin he had ſiller 
Or cot, or kye to. leave until -her. 
But hoot awa—ha ye e're kenn'd 

A puer mon yet, that had a friend ? 
Yet he left aw he had to leave: 
Who nathing have, can nathing give. 
His mortal part to earth he. gave, 
Fore-doom'd the tenant of a grave; 
His foul until his hands that gave it, 
In mercy then, 8 God,  recely 1 


. Ti. 4! oi ; 
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A PROLOGUE to the 3 of Borsa 
 Seoxnn 
At the opening of the Sournanurfon . | 


| with pleaſing hope to entertain, 

To-night we offer Home's delightful ſtrain, 

Whoſe  pleafing numbers muſically flow, 

And open all the avenues of woe. i 
Maria's ſorrows cloud the brighteſt eyes; 
When her long-loſt” and new-found Dover as dies, 

* | The 
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The melting ſcene excites the pitying tear, 
Your tender boſoms can't deny it here, 

If we have power to paint the paſſtons true, 
Applauſe and pity flill belong to you. 

To this gay ſpot the gay and grave retire, 
And youth enjoys what invalids defire : 
Yet ſuch the varied beauties of the ſcene, 
Youth is elated, and old age ſerene. 

If we can ſmooth the wrinkled brow of care, 
Convey inſtruction to the young and fair, 
Expoſe the knave and ridicule the fool, 
And make our theatre a moral ſchool, 
Give ſentiment and virtue all their due, 


And hold up folly to the public view, 


Our ends are anfwer'd---join'd to your applauſe 
Our only charter of theatric laws. 


> 
* 
* . * — 
* 
. % o 
* * # 
* * * 
* » 


eee 


Diner thou not promiſe, wicked varlet, | 
Without advifitg rogue or harlot, D 


T hat 
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That thou woudſt write to me and frequent? 
Thou'ſt broke thy promiſe, faithleſs recreant. 
But let me firſt, ere I proceed, 
Declare, upon my word and 'deed, 
Thoſe terms are meant for two alone, 
The reſt may wear | Diana's zone; 
Be chaſte as Joſeph when he fled 
Dame Potiphar's rejected bed; 
To love and rifing greatneks blind, 
He left his raviſh'd rabe behind: . 
The modeſt youth thought there was harm in't, 
And rather choſe to loſe his garment. —— / - 
So to the reſt of your diviſion | 
] wiſh ſucceſs, and fair proviſion. 
Now, I ſuppoſe thoſe Dons imperious, - 
Have chang'd thy. comic into fertons ; 
And now, inſtead of idly drinking. 
Thou'rt turn'd to ſtudy, and to thinking ; 
Uſing no more the jeer ironic, 
The quibble, pun, and wit laconic ; a 
But ſquare thy life by rules Platonio, 
And to the amaze of all beholders, 
Bear all my burthens on your ſhoulders. 
Mark but the ſequel : of this letter, 


You'll find I'm alter'd for the better ? 
| The 
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The evil that our foes intend us, 
Proves very oft the means to mend us. 
With fifteen ſhillings fair per week, 
I keep a dry, and chearful cheek ; 
Grumble no more at ſcanty ſharing, 
And impoſitions groſs and glaring. 
Inſtead of wielding ſword and trunchion, 
I wield a good ſubſtantial lunchion. 
No more I rack my brain with ftudy, 
But riſing with the morning ruddy, 
With ſpirits light, conceptions clear, 
I'm worth five hundred pounds per year. 
| From moderate labour I inherit „ e 
| Health and tranquility of ſpirit, pe! | - 
| | Keen appetite and good digeſtion, | 
N Theſe are prime bleſſings, out of queſtion ; 
Of theſe poſſeſt my title's clear 
To full five hundred pounds per year. 
But let me leave this point at once, 
And ſteer directly to the nonce—. . 
I'll ſoon aſtoniſh half the nation 
With a ſtupendous publication, 
Price half a crown; the work is cheap, 
The matter very dark and deep; 


- . 
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So very dark and deep, I doubt 
My readers ne'er will find me out: 
And then, to make the matter better, 


"Tis CasLon's new cait Engliſh letter, 


A quarto fize, a ſpacious margin; 
I never fold a better bargain. | 
Write you a plain profaic letter, 
That I may know your meaning better, 
And with more ſpeed; the brain prolific, 
For dull neglect has no ſpecific ; 

The preſent buſineſs urges haſte, 


We've neither time nor words to waſte ; Ti 


You muſt proceed, fans Interdifiion, | 
To ſwell the liſt of my ſubſcription. 


Now mark the change of our conditions, 


"Tis hard for kings to write petitions! +. 
All human grandeur is precarious, 
Think on the fate of Berisarivs;' 
The mighty general to JusTINIAN, | 
Reduc'd to mouldy bread and onion ; 

. Compell'd to ftretch his reverend palms 
On the road fide for wretched alms. 


Then why ſhould I complain and grumble | 


My fate was ne'er ſo high, ſo humble; 
: D 
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Tho' in ideal greatneſs I am 

As great as HecTor's- father, Prram; 
Like him too, I've had fifty fons, 
At different times, tho' not at onee, 
With fifty daughters falr to match 'em, 
Still one by one, as I cou'd catch em. 
But let me quit this rhiming ramble 
And fall into a gentle amblez 
Tho' were my Pegaſus as thine is 
I'd gallop proudly to my Nini. 

As for thoſe raps, I'll find a time | 
To make them. tig-tags to my rhimez 

Yet why ſhou'd I attempt to give 

Life to ſuch things as ſhou'd not live, 

But rather ride like FaTz's poſtilion, 


4 


To lodge them in old Tins's pavilion 
 Lapt in the mantle of oblivion. 

Their very names before me ſtink 

And turn the colour of my. ink. | 

I'll leave 'em what their tricks have made em 

For they'll continue ſemper eadem.. 

To my requeſt be you obſervant, | 

And ſerve your friend, and humble ſervant, 
. 
Writ- 
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Written when) Me, G.-au.—k was in Raly, 


G..-zx--x ſtill reigns hequil'd -on! the theo, 
Of injur'd Lean, and bears the palm alone: 
And all his rivals, with united ray, 


J #83 


Point to his vortex, and encredſe the blare: 
For when he riſes, they're like ftars, that ſhun 
The ſun's bright radiance, and to darkneſs run. | 


Ou Mr, F—rp'. A 


Thar wit and humour ſhou'd agree 
To blend their various powers in thee: 

That Genius ſhou'd with Judgment join, 
And ſay to P——rg, Our gifts are thine?” “ 
Nature profuſely gave all theſe tg 10 
To favour'd ArrSTOPHANES. . 
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| Rai ber —for all agree, 7 
Inherent: envy breathes in thee : „I n at e 
And all the vices 'Scarron drew, © 
In rancour's picture, live in vou. 0% en 08 #4 


A Pack of barking curs! a kennel'd crew, 
Who never give to merit, merit's due. 22 
Their only buſineſs is to watch, and ſee 
Where they may throw the ſhaft of calumny. 
The merit's of a piece they will not know. 
i But blind themſelves, in finding ſpecks on ſnow': ' 
E'en our great Roscrus wou'd they dare defame; 
Invulnerable ſtill, he mocks their aim: 

Y When he appears! the rabble rout are fled, 
The lightning of his eye ſtrikes ſlander dead. 


Mr, 
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Mr. HOLL A N D. 
unc enmmiapos a nallib to. 1157 504 
OLLAND, by: Daddy: and aſſidious art, an ch 
Oft charm'd the judgment. ſometimes reach'd the heart; 
Where the ſtrain dy emphaſis directs the ſenſe, Wit 
We find ſtrong tints of labour d excellence 
Like a. mechanic painter, giving grace 
By art's nice rules to ſome angelic face, 35120 
And wants but: the Promeihian tonch to give 
Warmth to the piece, and bid the picture liyve. T 
In parts where paſſions fierce on * e l 
Indignant anger, or obdurste hate; 
Th' impeteous Horsput, or the tins 8 
Or where the villain checks the balf-ſhed tear, 7 
HoLLAand unrival'd ſtand —— #4 9. 
In generous OsMAN ! noble, honeſt, brave, 
Free from mean paſſions, but to love a ſlave; , .; 
In the laſt act, what dreadful; anguiſh tear, 
His noble heart, rage, fury, love, deſpair. 
From ZARA dead the lover could. not part, 
Remorſe and pity; break his mighty heart. 
Here, let me ſtop ; leſt my unequal. praiſe 


Shoud ſink the character it means to mea: 3. 39 
| | j Mr. 


In blooming youth, -haw ſtrong in him appears 


R 


Mr. POW E L I. 
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P OWELL of different requiſites poſſeſt, 14 


» * | „ . 4 . 8 . 
Fine native feelings in a gentle dreaſt, +4 
In large profuſion to his heart was givn \ 460 
Pity, the mildeſt paſſion under heaven; ft '2 +790 IS 


Love's jealous pangs, or paint the grief of age. 


The rage ef ndjeſty, the grief of years. 
In nature's guiſe with eaſe lie eoud controul /': 11: + 
The tender paſſions centred in his ſoul. © | 
All lacquied in his train, 'couchant - appear, 

Thy ready mitiifters;; che Willing tear 

Soft quaſking: ſpreads' a ſympathetic woe, 

We weep and wonder whence our forrows flow. 


And when OrirgLro's wrongs pofleſt his mind, 


He riſes equal to the 'taſk aſſign'd. 

Fierce terror ſhakes Bis frame, the livid fire 
Flaſh from his eyes, and dreadful is his ire, 
His conſcions honour injur'd---and his fame 
Couvulſive tna breathes a milder flame. 
His blaze of glory, his bright morning ſun, 
Went dow ere noon, ere half its courſe was run: 
| Peace 
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Peace to his gentle ſhade—-envy be dumb, 
Let the green laurel flouriſh round his tomb. 


Mr. SHUTTER, 
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The comic genius. claim but partial breiſe; 1. 
Noxx's for low humour; "DiEogr's by” hn 


And HieeLssLEY's ribillty of face ; 
Even JoxnaTHaN! the fool of all the Fair, 


Found his competitors and rivals thete: 
But Nev, ſupreme in humour we may way: 


* Knight of the ſhire, and repreſents — 
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8 himſelf admoniſhes the clown, = 
To utter nothing more than what's ſet down; 
DungTALL obſervant of that claffic rule, 


- Sticks to the laws of the dramatic ſchool : 


And in the honeſt veteran appears, 
The conſtant ſervice of bis Jounger yes: 
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I, 
| rr e 
Tux natural actor of his part, 
W hong ngtürg made a jeſt on; | 


Where denius boxrows, not. from art, 


Is little, chf Wehr. 2 — . 
II. | 2 


1 4 


The trade of alting to explore, . RY ; 
Is quite an eaſy. talk; i bus; . 
Let trag dy fet vp, a,3099,.0 
And humour wear a maſk, 
ww 
The ope of genius, ſtill- unfolds, 
Some ſtrange unfiniſh'd creature ; 
Whilſt ſterling merit, ever holds = 
The mirror up to nature. | ga. | 


5 
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An Extempore on Mes. A R 11 E's Death. 
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Poor pretty bird, thou vn. frog thyſelf to AY 


Too early ſoaring from thy native Neſt. 
Mr. 


— — — — — 
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Mr. L © FE KL 


Ix Jemmy Love, let Drury-Lane 
A living FALSTAFF boaſt ; 
He's dead at t'other houſe *tis plain, 


For Snurzx plays his Ghoſt. Fo 
* 


The Anſwer, e 


WI can't admit of FAaLsTAFF's Ghoſt, 


Yet ſtill we're more than even; 
While you your living FaLsrarr boaſt, 
We've BomsApir and STEPHEN. 


An Extempore to Mrs, GREVILLE. 


* much provok'd, unbend ant brow, 
And bid reſentment die; 
The Graces mildly tell you how, 


And reaſon tells you why. 
The Muſes forc'd me to befiege em, 


Neceſſitas non habet legem. | 
FINIS. 
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